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had been shovelled with unseemly haste by their terror-
stricken friends. The custom was to bury the dead outside
their tents (or wherever they might happen to Hill, if away
from the camp), but to this custom the neighbours some-
times objected in a craven regard for their own safety;
for my part, the longing to recreate my mind amid more
companionable scenes, caused me to run all the way to the
meidcln. And there, carousing with the ragtag and bobtail of
the loiterers and stragglers of the encampment, I counted priv-
ate soldiers, our guardians of the peace, by the score. They
filled the front benches of almost every coffee-booth, mak-
ing the night merry with their heart}" laughter, while their
companions, not behindhand in conviviality, burst out sing-
ing love-songs to the accompaniment of the clapping of
hands.

The Bedouin Sheykhs, virile, dignified, and exclusive,
did not deign to take part in these revels, but spent the
vigil of the night on the Mountain of Mercy or in the cafes
that they kept for their private use. They were not
dressed in the pilgrim's garb; they were arrayed in all the
warlike trappings of their tribal splendour; and being
impressed by this silent declaration of their independence,
I came at length to the conclusion that they, regarding
themselves as the chosen people of the Faith and the holy
places as their inheritance, deemed it right that the winding-
sheet of humility should be worn not by themselves, but
by those who visited the Holy Land of IsMm from beyond
the seas. Another characteristic of theirs, a characteristic
that runs on parallel lines with the first, is the attitude of
the Sheykhs to their clansmen, and vice versA^ as it reveals
itself in the expression of their faces. As every one knows
who has studied the laws of this free and irresistible
people, despotism, as it exists in the Muhammadan
monarchies, is a thing impossible amongst them; and the